her as to say that if I did not either confess my infidelities or
prove to her that I loved her, she should die. Now I had nothing
to confess; and, as to my loving her, nothing short of my ex-
treme reluctance to mortify any person could have enabled me
to conceal the extent to which by this time she wearied me.
Clearly there was nothing to be done but to decamp. I had sent
away my servant some time before to please her, because she had
suspected him of carrying messages between me and my ima-
ginary mistresses; but he was still in my pay, and quite ready to
resume our wanderings, since he had himself been brought to
the verge of marriage by some foolish intrigue. On receiving a
message from me, he came to our house; continued to make my
wife suspect that I had an assignation in the cathedral that after-
noon; and, whilst she was watching for me there, packed up my
pistols with a change of linen, and joined me before sundown on
the road to Seville. From Burgos to Seville is a hundred Spanish
leagues as the crow flies; and, as there were no railways in those
days, I did not believe that my wife could follow me so far, even
if she guessed my destination.
"When I turned my horse's head south, Burgos seemed—as
indeed it was—a gloomy, iron-barred den of bigots: Seville,
fairyland. We arrived safely; but I soon found that my old luck
had deserted me. Some time after our journey, I saw a lady in the
street apparently in distress. On going to her assistance, I dis-
covered that she was my wife. When she demanded an explana-
tion of my flight, I was at my wit's end, seeing how brutal and
how incomprehensible to her must be the naked truth. In despera-
tion, I referred her to my servant, and slipped away the moment
he had engaged her attention. Now no sooner was my back
turned than, fearful lest a reconciliation between us might lead to
his being compelled to return with me to Burgos, the rascal
shewed her his old list of my conquests, including 1003 in Spain
alone, and many others in countries which I had never visited..
Elvira, who would never believe any true statement concerning
me, accepted the obviously impossible thousand and three con-
quests with eager credulity. The list contained the names of six
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